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	1. Beca kom Trikru

**May We Meet Again  
><strong>**Chapter 1  
><strong>**Mitchsen  
><strong>**Rating: M**

* * *

><p>"Beca, I want you as my second." The thirteen-year-old Grounder blinked once. Then again, looking up at her chief.<p>

"Me? Why me?" The brunette asked. Kommissar sat down next to her clan mate.

"Beca, you've been dealt a horrible hand in your life. I'm sorry about your parents. But you and I both know they died true Trikru warriors. Our war against Azgeda will not last forever. But I promise you, _jus drein, jus daun._ You will get your revenge before the end." Beca stiffened at the mention of her parents.

Her parents had died when she was only eight years old. They were both sent out on a raid against the Ice Nation, but it had been a trap. A small comfort to Beca was knowing that it was quick. They had been given a warrior's death, not strung up and tortured to prove a point to Trikru. Growing up a Grounder, Beca knew death. She knew that her parents might never come home, even as a youngling.

So when her chief had entered her tent that fateful day, a solemn look on her face, Beca knew. Her parents had been childhood friends with their chief, whom everyone called Kommissar. Very few knew her true name and those that did still called her Kommissar or simply chief out of respect. It was on the same day that Beca started down her path to becoming a Trikru warrior.

Most cultures would find the young age of eight to be far too young to start training as a hardened warrior. But Grounder culture revolved around survival. Their warriors were the most revered individuals, the Commander being at the top of the chain of command. But very few had close contact with the Commander. He spent most of his time in Polis training the Nightbloods, Grounders who bled black. The chosen few that would eventually enter into the Conclave and one of whom would become the next Commander when he died.

But Beca felt a fury inside her. She wanted to make Azgeda pay for the deaths of her parents. Of her people. Her clan was her family. Family was important to the Grounders. At the end of the day, all they had was their own life and the lives of their family. She would make Azgeda answer for all the lives they took. She would make them bleed. So she began her training as a warrior.

For the next five years, Beca trained hard. And she picked it up faster than most. She became somewhat of a legend in her clan. She learned the art of war faster than anyone ever had. Some of the clan attributed it to her drive to seek blood for her parents. Others thought she might have been blessed by the spirit of the Commander, favored by it. She bled red but fought with a ferocity only mirrored the Commander himself.

"Beca, you are the only one worthy to be my second. You know this. You are young, but you are gifted. The spirit of the Commander surrounds you." Kommissar pushed Beca. The young brunette nodded.

"Ok." Kommissar placed a hand on Beca's shoulder. "You also need this." She said, handing Beca a bow she had in her other hand. The young Grounder reached out for it, her eyes widening, realizing what it was.

"You can't…" The chief pushed the bow into Beca's hands.

"I am the chief, and I can Beca. You are, at the young age of thirteen, one of, if not _the_ most capable archer in our clan." The young Grounder wrapped her small hands around the grip, pulling back the string with her other. Kommissar had given Beca her old friend Lexa's bow. Everyone knew the story.

Lexa was a Trikru Nightblood. She and Beca were around the same age and had done some training together before Lexa left. They had become childhood friends. She had been sent to Polis a couple of years prior. The Nightblood had only been allowed to bring a single weapon from her home clan to Polis and she had chosen her knife, leaving her bow with the chief with the promise that it would be given to the strongest of their archers to protect their people.

And now Kommissar had chosen that archer in Beca. The Grounder grabbed the bow by the grip, pulling the string back. It felt good in her hand, natural. Beca favored the bow above all other weapons, like her best and closest friend Jesse favored the spear. "Thank you, chief. I'll make you proud." Beca vowed. Kommissar nodded.

"I'm sure you will. Now tonight, we present you as my second and we feast." Beca nodded as Kommissar left her tent so Beca could ready herself. It gave Beca a head start in being the second that most of the clan already respected her. Sometimes seconds had to prove themselves to the clan. But Beca had started her warrior training earlier than most children in their clan. Even most of the men in her clan respected her abilities. Of course, there was a number who resented the young Grounder, but they knew better than to challenge her.

Beca strapped her favorite knife to her arm. It was one of the weapons her father had given her before he was killed. The handle was hand carved, their clan symbol perfectly drawn into the wood. The blade, Beca always made sure was sharp. Her father had always expected her to follow in her parent's footsteps and become a warrior. He ground it into her early that a dull blade was a useless blade.

"_Keep your blade sharp Beca. A dull blade will get you killed." _

Beca ran her hand over the etching, her memories going back to life before her parents had been killed. As a child, Beca had actually been a quite peaceful Grounder all things considering. Though her father had always held out hope that his daughter would eventually grow into the warrior he envisioned her to be. He often took his child out on hunting trips with him. Teaching his daughter to survive in the wild.

Beca had the skills, but not the fire of a warrior. But when her parents were killed, it lit that fire within her. Grounder culture dictated _jus drein, jus daun, _blood must have blood. And after that, she dedicated her life to her training. Kommissar had taken her in like her own daughter, for which Beca was extremely grateful. The chief had cared for Beca, allowed the young Grounder to work out her anger and hurt. And now her hard work was going to pay off. She was going to become Kommissar's second.

It was a lot of responsibility to be sure, especially for a thirteen-year-old, but Beca was up to the task. She was practically groomed for this. When she started her training, she had been pushed harder and punished harsher than everyone else; at her own request. In her mind, becoming the warrior her father would have wanted was something to honor his memory, his sacrifice. He, along with her mother would have been proud of their daughter for becoming the clan's second. If only they were alive to see it.

Beca sighed, shoving the knife into its holster that was strapped around her arm. Pulling on her boots, her mind drifted elsewhere. To the first time she had laid her hands on a bow. The instant that Beca picked up the small training bow, it felt natural to her. Granted it took her some time to build up the strength to shoot off arrow after arrow, but it didn't take her long. It felt _right_ in her hands.

And with her chief giving her Lexa's bow, it only solidified her place in the clan. The Nightblood had made their chief promise that her bow would only be given to the best in the clan, to protect their people. A childhood friend of Beca, Lexa leaving had saddened the Grounder. They had gone through training together before Lexa was summoned to Polis to be trained by the Commander. Beca knew how the process worked. She'd most likely never see her friend again. Lexa would either become the next Heda when the current one died, or she would be killed. It was the way of the Commander.

Beca sat down on her bed, rubbing her kill mark on her shoulder blade. She had been hiding in the trees, waiting for anAzgeda raiding party to cross their border. The minute one of them had stepped intoTrikru territory, Beca had let loose an arrow and it hit its mark, right between the warrior's eyes. Jesse had also been with her, both of them on their first mission. Both of them had earned their kill marks that day. That day they had both been honored as trueTrikru warriors. They were both only twelve at the time.

* * *

><p>A little while later, Beca figured she was done wallowing in her memories, so she exited her tent to run right into Jesse. "Hey, Beca!" The Grounder said brightly. Beca smiled genuinely, happy to see her friend.<p>

Jesse was another Grounder, about the same age as Beca. They grew up together and when Beca began training as a warrior, Jesse followed her down that path. She wasn't sure where she would be without him. He had been her rock since her parents had died. Kommissar was like her mother, but there were things that she hadn't wanted to talk about with her, for fear of looking weak.

But with Jesse, there were no such restraints. She shared all her insecurities and worries with the young Grounder. And Jesse always stuck by his friend. Going as far to follow her down the warrior's path. Beca knew that Jesse had never aspired to be a warrior, but when he saw his best friend begin the journey, he willingly followed.

"Jesse, hey. What's up?" She questioned. Jesse grinned.

"I hear congratulations are in order?" Beca laughed, slapping him on the shoulder.

"You're not supposed to know that yet! Not until tonight." Jesse rubbed a spot where Beca had hit him.

"Ouch Beca, I see you're keeping up with your strength training." Beca scoffed.

"Stop being such a baby. But yeah, I guess." Beca said, with a shrug. Jesse rest a hand on his friend's shoulder.

"Hey, this is a big deal. Kommissar is finally choosing her second. And that's you. You've been training your ass off for the last five years and this is the payoff." Jesse said, looking into his friend's deep blue eyes

"Yeah, I guess I'm just worried about messing up," Beca said with a sigh. Jesse shook his head.

"You know no one expects you to be perfect immediately Beca. The clan respects you. The spirit of the Commander is with you." Beca nodded hesitantly. She had long been skeptical of that line of thinking. She never felt like she was _blessed_ by the spirit of the Commander. Sure, she took to the hardened life of a warrior faster than nearly anyone, but she attributed that to her stubborn nature and drive to avenge her parents and protect her clan. But she, like all other Grounders, revered the Commander. It was an honor to even be considered to have his blessing.

She and Jesse had discussed her talent for the art of war intimately one night a long time ago. She knew that Jesse believed that his best friend was gifted. That the Commander's spirit looked favorably upon her. He believed that Beca would have been a great warrior regardless, but her gift allowed her mastery faster than most. Beca was already a better archer than some of the seasoned archers in the clan who had been fighting against Azgeda for years.

"You're right. I just… this is what my parents would have wanted for me. And finally being here, it's like I'm finally honoring their memory." Jesse smiled, pulling his small friend in for a hug.

"I know you miss them Beca. Everyone does. But they would be proud of you, I'm sure of that. Hell, they'd be proud of you even if you ended up being a healer instead." Beca snorted as she wrapped her arms around Jesse, returning the hug.

"I doubt that but thanks for trying." Jesse laughed, releasing his friend.

"Sure thing Beca. You're my best friend, it's my job to make you feel better." Beca nodded.

"And you know I'm here for you right?" Beca asked. Jesse also nodded.

"Of course, I do," Beca smiled. She had no idea what her life would be like without her clan. Her family.

* * *

><p>That night, Kommissar gathered the clan in front of the fire. "Trikru, tonight, we recognize and celebrate our new second, Beca kom Trikru!" She announced to those gathered, before gesturing to Beca who stood and faced her fellow Grounders. There were cheers that could be heard throughout the forest and Beca thought that they might be heard all the way in Polis. The men raised their fists in the air, a sign of respect for Beca and their chief. "Beca has trained for five years for this moment. As you all know, she lost her parents to Azgeda."<p>

There were angry shouts at the mention of the Ice Nation. One man yelled out "Azgeda will pay!" Kommissar raised her hand for silence. "Since then she has trained and fought amongst our clan's warriors with ferocity and skill only rivaled by that of the Commander himself. She is ready to take her place by my side as my second. And eventually as leader of this clan!" Kommissar said proudly.

Jesse cheered for his best friend as Beca stood before their clan. "_Ai laik Beca kom Trikru en ai gonplei gon jus._" Beca said before pumping her own fist in the air to join the men and women who had already done so. Those that hadn't, joined Beca, uniting behind the young Grounder second.

Kommissar stood to Beca's side. "Tonight we honor Beca kom Trikru, we feast in her honor!" The clan cheered while Beca looked on, a stoic look on her face. Even as a thirteen-year-old, Beca understood. Her life was going to change dramatically from this point forward. Jesse approached his friend.

"You okay?" He asked curiously. Beca snapped out of her thoughts to look at her friend.

"Yeah, sorry. My mind is all over the place right now. Let's just go join the others." Jesse nodded, heading into the main hall, Beca right on his heels. As Beca entered the hall, there were claps and cheers for the young Grounder. Beca wasn't used to being in the spotlight like this, so she just waved awkwardly.

Jesse noticed that Beca had stopped in her tracks, so he turned around to stand behind Beca, giving her a push towards the seat next to Kommissar that was now hers. Beca looked at Jesse before heading for the empty seat at her chief's side. Kommissar nodded at Beca, gesturing to the chair next to her that had long remained empty.

Beca pulled it out from the table, before sitting down. She could feel all the eyes present, watching her, evaluating her. She got the feeling that some of the men were sizing her up. She was respected in the clan, but there were a few who believed that Beca was unnaturally talented and she had heard rumors via Jesse that some of the believe she was cheating her training somehow.

That had infuriated Beca. So much so that she started training ten times harder than her already difficult training regime dictated. Jesse had been so concerned for his friend that he had asked the chief to talk to her.

* * *

><p>"Beca, Jesse is worried about you. And I am as well if I'm honest." Kommissar said, pulling Beca aside after combat training one day.<p>

"What's there to be worried about? I'm training, just like everyone else. And Jesse should learn to butt out." The Trikru chief sighed.

"I know you are Beca. But you push yourself too hard, you're going to burn yourself out before you're out of your teenage years. And don't be angry at him. He's just worried." Beca huffed.

"I can do this. I can keep up." The ten-year-old insisted. Kommissar chuckled.

"Beca, some of these warriors are nearly three to four times your age. No one expects you to keep up." She said, placing a hand on Beca's shoulder to comfort the young Grounder. "You are still young. I know you are eager to avenge your parents and honor their sacrifice, but your place in our ranks will always be here Beca. You have been learning and excelling at a rate that I've never seen in a warrior before. You have nothing to prove to anyone."

"But some of the men think I'm cheating my way through. How can I be a true Trikru warrior if they don't respect me?" Kommissar got down on one knee in front of Beca.

"Listen Beca, I understand your concerns. But pushing yourself to the brink of collapse isn't going to prove anything. Except perhaps that you don't know your own limits. You train harder than most of your age and all your hard work will pay off. I promise you that. But don't kill yourself with training before you get there." Beca sighed but nodded in agreement. She had understood what her chief was getting at. All the training didn't matter if she was too exhausted to use it.

So Beca, much to Jesse and Kommissar's relief, backed off a bit. She pushed her limits, but not so far as to where she was nearly killing herself. And now here she sat, next to her chief, in front of their clan. Kommissar had been right, her hard work had paid off. But it wouldn't be for another eight years that she would learn how easily everything could change. And potentially fall apart around her.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I apologize straight off about the obscenely long author's note. They're not all this long, but there are a number of things you need to know before diving into this story. **

**So first off, hello! New Mitchsen story. I'm well aware I need to finish my Bechloe story, but my inspiration for that is just so poopy right now, that I couldn't. I do feel the slightest bit guilty for doing this before that, but I couldn't help it. **

**Also, I was going to wait until I was finished with the entire story before uploading this, but I'm an impatient person. What can I say? That being said, I do have the first eleven chapters already written and will be updating twice a week; Tuesdays and Saturdays.**

**I do want to preface this story with a few things, so please read through all of it so you know what you're getting into. **

**Trigger warnings include character death, major and minor, descriptions of torture, possibly thoughts of self-harm and suicide though those are not directly tackled. And of course a ton of violence. Please note that I do not include these things lightly. I understand that many people feel uncomfortable with many of these triggers and if you feel like this isn't a story you want to read, please don't. Also, I will be treating the character deaths with as much respect as I can. I do not kill off characters lightly.  
><strong>

**In the interest of full disclosure and to avoid baiting, Clexa will not be a pairing here. Lexa is a character in my story, however, Skaikru is entirely made up of Pitch Perfect characters. There are some Grounders that transfer over because this story will mostly focus on the Grounders, rather than the delinquents.  
><strong>

**Also, note that while Trigedasleng is used in the story, most of the interactions will be in English for readability sake, even when Grounders are communicating with other Grounders when otherwise they would be speaking in their native language. Also, I refer to them as Grounders in the story, but they do not refer to themselves as Grounders in interactions.**

**Translations are as follows (grammar may be unintentionally incorrect):**

**J_us drein, jus daun - Blood must have blood_**

**_Ai laik Beca kom Trikru en ai gonplei gon jus - I am Beca of the Woods Clan and I fight for blood._**

**I hope everyone enjoys this story. This is perhaps my most ambitious project yet. And while I do hope that I do everything justice, I'm still only human. I do make mistakes. If anyone sees any problems with the 100 universe, please don't hesitate to let me know. I do not watch or follow the show religiously like others. I simply enjoy the premise of the show and saw such a potential for a Pitch Perfect fan fiction for which I specialize my writing on.  
><strong>

**Thank you all for checking this out and I'm looking forward to providing you all with a story to enjoy. **

**A Charmed Vampire**


	2. Another Casualty of War

**May We Meet Again  
><strong>**Chapter 2  
><strong>**Mitchsen  
><strong>**Rating: M**

* * *

><p>"Again!" Kommissar yelled at Beca. The now fifteen-year-old Grounder slammed her right fist against the dirt in frustration and anger. She picked herself up off the ground, turning to Jevin who smirked at the teenager, taunting her.<p>

"What? Is that all you have Seken? Maybe chief was wrong in picking you. If you get your ass handed to you every time you raise your fists." Beca felt her rage bubble up in the pit of her stomach. Jevin was one of the warriors who knew how to get under her skin. For the last two years, she had been transitioning into being Kommissar's second. It was hard work. She was pushed even harder and had even higher standards to live up to. But every time she met and surpassed everyone's expectations

She balled her hands into fists, raising them up before circling around Jevin again. The male Grounder who was a good deal older and more experienced than she was, nodded his head before mirroring her stance. Beca was winded from being knocked on her ass all morning, but she kept getting back up. _Ge smak daun, gyon op nodotaim. _Get knocked down, get back up. One of the codes the Grounder warriors lived by. Beca refused to give up.

She circled Jevin who followed her movements, watching for any tenseness in her, waiting for the young Grounder to strike. Patience was one of Beca's greatest assets in hand to hand combat. As an archer, she was used to waiting in the trees for hours, watching for a kill. As a result, her right shoulder blade was littered with kill marks, a number that mirrored some of her elders. She wanted to force Jevin to make the first move this time.

After a few minutes of the waiting game, the male Grounder did tire of their game and advanced on Beca. The young Grounder saw the male approaching and tensed her muscles. He threw a punch, aimed at her face. Beca dodged the punch but his other fist came in contact with her ribs. She winced at the force at which the punch was delivered but retaliated by grabbing Jevin's arm, which he had sluggishly tried to retract.

The young Grounder, with all her strength, yanked him forward, her older counterpart stumbled forward. Beca saw this opening and grabbed him around the neck, putting him in a headlock. Jevin struggled to regain his balance with the smaller girl almost hanging on his neck. Unfortunately for Beca, he still had use of his hands, so he wrapped both of them around her stomach and tackled her back into the dirt. The second fell onto her back but refused to let go of Jevin's neck.

Instead, she struggled to get her feet underneath herself. She managed to get her left foot free, bringing it up under Jevin, her boot placed on his exposed abs. In quick succession, before Jevin had a chance to process what Beca was doing, she let go of his neck and kicked him off of her, onto his back in the dirt.

The young Grounder scrambled to tackle Jevin, keeping the larger male on his back. He struggled, but Beca was stronger than she looked. She could hold her own against most of the warriors, though she would always eventually get overpowered in brute strength. But what she lacked in strength, she made up for with agility and intelligence. Beca pressed her forearm into Jevin's neck, keeping the Grounder in the dirt, putting all of her weight into laying on Jevin's body. She made sure to not choke him, but still making him struggle to get her to release him.

The older Grounder looked up into his second's eyes and saw something primal flash through Beca's gaze. He turned his head to the side to look at his chief, signaling to her that he gave in. "Beca, enough." The young Grounder female immediately released Jevin, getting to her feet, offering the warrior her hand. He accepted it, being pulled up by the small teenager. The two faced each other, bowing.

"You fight with the ferocity of the Commander, as always Seken." He said before grabbing his shirt off of a nearby log, pulling it over his head and leaving Beca and Kommissar alone.

"He speaks the truth Beca." The Trikru chief said as Beca peeled the cloth wraps off her hands, wiping the sweat from her forehead. "You and I both know Jevin is one of the warriors who distrusted you for so long." Beca closed her eyes, nodding.

Jevin had been one of the warriors who had looked down on her ascension to second. But since day one, Beca had surpassed everyone's expectations in her. She had successfully led her clan in victory upon victory against Azgeda. So much so, that their war was coming to a close. Queen Nia had sent an envoy to the Commander to step in. He, of course, refused to side with any of the clans, but he agreed to broker peace talks between the two factions.

Beca rolled the cloth she used to wrap her hands before sighing. "I know. But to be compared to the Commander. If I didn't think living up to you was hard, how am I supposed to take being compared to the greatest warrior of all." Before Kommissar had a chance to respond, Jevin returned to their training ground, clearly out of breath.

"Chief, Seken, an envoy from the capital is here. He says it's urgent." The two women looked at each other before Kommissar nodded.

"We will be right there." Jevin nodded, bowing slightly before leaving the two. Beca and Kommissar got up wordlessly, the Trikru chief leading the way.

* * *

><p>The envoy waited for the chief in the main hall. He stood as the two Grounders entered. "Kommissar." He acknowledged. She nodded. "Seken Beca." Beca also bowed her head slightly.<p>

"What is this about?" The envoy looked nervous before speaking.

"Heda is dead." Beca's head shot up, looked in shock at the envoy, then at the chief.

"How?" Beca croaked.

"Azgeda." Again for the second time in her life, Beca felt her intense hatred for Azgeda well up within her. She clenched her teeth. Kommissar could see Beca was struggling with this information so she spoke.

"What did Nia have to gain from killing the Commander?" She asked. The envoy shrugged.

"She denies any involvement in the assassination. But the Flamekeeper dictates that the leaders from each clan be present during the Conclave. To honor the new commander. As you are the chief, the honor belongs to you and your second." Kommissar nodded, looking at Beca, who seemed to have shut down her emotions in order to not lash out at something.

The younger Grounder was blankly staring at the floor. While she _was_ trying to swallow the fact that the Commander was dead, her mind briefly wandered to the previous owner of her bow, Lexa. The girl was only a year older than her. At sixteen, she would either ascend to Heda or die at the hands of the next Commander.

She and Lexa hadn't been overly close, but when you train with someone, you inevitably gain a sense of respect, friendship, and comradery. Beca knew it was too much to hope that her childhood friend would come out victorious, so Lexa was just going to be another victim of Azgeda's brutality, directly or indirectly.

"We will be there. Thank you." Kommissar said, thanking the envoy. He bowed to the chief and her second.

"The Conclave begins in three days. Make sure you are present." He said before taking his leave. As soon as he was gone, Beca slumped into a chair. The Trikru chief had only seen Beca like this once before when she had gotten word that her parents had died. So Kommissar sat next to the fifteen-year-old Grounder.

"Beca…" She said cautiously.

"How many? How many casualties to our war with Azgeda?" Beca said in a distant tone of voice. Kommissar sighed.

"Too many Beca. And they will pay for their transgressions. All the deaths of our Trikru family are on their heads. Nia may have proposed peace, but this. This cannot be forgiven. We enter the capital under a banner of peace, but we all know Nia had a hand in this. Despite her denial. Azgeda will answer for all the deaths. This one above all." Beca nodded. "Be ready to depart tomorrow at first light," Kommissar said, patting Beca on the shoulder before leaving the Grounder alone.

Beca followed suit, getting up and exiting the hall. She immediately when to go find Jesse. She had a lot to tell him.

* * *

><p>She found her best friend throwing spears at a target just outside their camp. "Jesse, I need to talk to you." He turned to see Beca, quite obviously distressed and immediately put down the spear that was in his hand.<p>

"What's wrong Beca?" He asked, visibly concerned. Beca sat down on a large boulder.

"Chief and I are leaving for the capital tomorrow." Jesse raised an eyebrow.

"And? Because a trip to the capital has never had you this down before." Beca sighed.

"The Conclave." Jesse's eyebrows shot up.

"Heda is…?" Beca nodded, answering his unanswered question. Jesse sighed. "How?"

"Azgeda." Beca said curtly, with a tone of venom in her voice." Jesse furrowed his brow.

"How does Nia expect to get away with killing the Commander?" Beca just shrugged.

"The envoy said she claims she had nothing to do with it. But we all know otherwise. He refused to side with her against us in this war and he paid the price for that." Jesse sat down on the boulder next to his best friend.

"We don't know the entire story Beca. It is entirely possible that it was someone else. And that Nia really had nothing to do with it. Don't let your hatred of Azgeda cloud your judgment." Beca gave Jesse a sharp look.

"How can you say that to me? They killed my parents Jesse! I will never forgive the Ice Nation for that." Beca said, trying very hard not to cry in front of her friend. Instead of recoiling at her sharp tone, he enveloped her in a hug.

"I know you've taken that really hard Beca. Despite the fact, you try to be strong. You threw yourself into training to both numb the pain and to honor them. But emotions don't make you weak. They make you stronger. They drive you to be better. To do better." Jesse said. "But this deep-seated anger and hatred will cloud your judgment. We start peace talks soon. You can't afford to screw that up. For every one of ours they've killed, we've killed three of them. Thanks to you." Beca buried her face into Jesse's shoulder.

"I just.. It's hard Jess. They've taken so much from me." Jesse nodded.

"I know. And I'm not telling you to just let it go. Or forget it. But don't go offending Azgeda at the peace talks when they happen." Beca sighed but nodded in agreement.

"Fine. I think Kommissar will string me up and whip me in front of the clan if I messed that up anyways." Jesse laughed.

"Probably. She wouldn't be very pleased, that's for sure." Beca placed her hand in Jesse's.

"Thanks, Jesse." The male Grounder just smiled, placing his other hand over hers.

"What kind of friend would I be if I wasn't there for you when you needed me?" Jesse reassured his best friend that he'd always be there to support her.

"I don't know what I'd do without you, man," Beca said honestly.

"Probably go insane. I mean, it's not like you can just do chat up Jevin when you were feeling down." Both Grounders laughed at the notion. Along with Jevin not particularly liking Beca, he also cared little for emotions.

"Well, I'd probably better go gather my things for the Conclave," Beca said, still visibly distressed about the idea of the Conclave.

"Ok, I'll get up to see you off tomorrow if you want?" Beca shook her head.

"No, get your sleep. I don't know how long we'll be, but I doubt it'll be longer than a few days." Jesse nodded.

"Alright, Beca. I'll see you later then." Beca nodded before getting up off the boulder and headed for her cabin.

* * *

><p>She entered the little cabin that she lived in. When she had ascended to Kommissar's second, she had been moved from a small tent where she had resided, to a cabin that was set aside for the clan second. She sat down on her bed, picking up one of her sketch books.<p>

She started thumbing through it, looking at the drawings inside that were over five years old. She hadn't found the time nor will to draw since her parents had died. But she kept the book on a shelf by her bed in case the desire ever struck her. Beca sighed out loud, seeing a picture she had drawn of her parents shortly before they had been sent out on the raid that claimed their lives.

Jesse had a point. Her hatred of Azgeda couldn't get in the way of the peace talks. She was expected to present at the summit but Kommissar and Nia would be doing most of the talking and negotiating. War was war, her parents had known what they were getting into. It was just a hard task to be faced with someone from the Ice Nation and not want to put an arrow through their head.

Beca could hear Komissar addressing the clan outside her cabin. She was telling them about the loss of the Commander. Beca could hear shouts of outrage from many of the men and women. Many shouts about making Azgeda pay. Beca couldn't help but agree with them, but as their clan's second, she had to keep a level head. Nia claimed innocence. And the next Heda would deliver the appropriate punishment.

Beca knew she probably should be present at the gathering, but she couldn't bring herself to leave her bed. Instead, she laid back, her head hitting her pillow and she just stared at the ceiling. Beca was often left alone with her thoughts. Despite being the clan's second, she wasn't all the close with anyone in the clan except Jesse and Kommissar. The rest of the men and women of the clan respected her position and occasionally made friendly banter with her, but that was the extent of it.

As she had grown up, she had hardened herself and shut most people out. She had to be strong in order to gain the respect of her older and more experienced clan mates. She was training to eventually make the tough choices. She couldn't let her emotions get in the way of that. Jesse, and occasionally Kommissar were the only ones who ever saw her vulnerable side. And that was rare.

But at the end of the day, her clan was still her family. Beca would defend them with her life. To anyone and anything that would threaten them. Beca unsheathed her father's knife from the holster on her bicep. She ran her hand over the wood.

"You would have been proud of me dad. I'm the warrior you would have wanted." Beca said to herself. She traced the clan symbol that was carved into the wood. Beca leaned over to her nightstand, picking up a sharpening stone, running it along the blade. She often sharpened her knives when she was stressed. It calmed her down.

Tomorrow she would be in the capital. And within the next two or three days, they would have a new Commander. A new Heda. Beca had never known a different Commander. She only hoped that whoever it was, would uphold the ruling of the last in not siding with Azgeda.

* * *

><p>Beca and Kommissar stepped off their horses in front of the capital. Beca looked up at the building in front of her in awe. This was not her first trip to the capital, but this would be the first time staying for a long amount of time. "Come Beca. Titus is expecting us." Beca followed her chief through the doors.<p>

The were met at the entrance by Titus. He had been the Flamekeeper for the Commander for a number of generations. He kept the ritual of the Commander alive and he would be overseeing the Conclave and presenting the new Heda to the Grounder leaders.

"Chief, Seken. Welcome to Polis, though I wish it were under happier circumstance." He greeted the two. Both women bowed slightly to Titus out of respect.

"We were both saddened to hear about the death of the Commander. But a new age is coming with the rise of a new one." Kommissar replied. Titus nodded.

"Indeed. We begin the Conclave at sundown tomorrow. And by the end of the night we will have a new Heda." Kommissar nodded stiffly as Beca just stood by and remained silent. "Jax will show you to your rooms." Titus gestured to a male Grounder who was waiting for them.

"Follow me." He said curtly, walking off without waiting to see if they were following. Both Trikru warriors quickly followed Jax through the tower before finally stopping in front of a pair of rooms. "These are yours for the duration of your stay. Please make yourselves at home." He said before leaving the two to settle in.

Kommissar opened the door to one of the rooms inspecting the room. "Unpack your stuff Beca. We'll be a while." The Trikru Seken nodded, opening the door to the next room and walking in. They were provided with a nice set of rooms. The room was almost larger than her entire cabin back in Tondc. She set Lexa's bow on her bed, setting down her small bag of supplies she had with her on the end table.

Her room provided her with a spectacular view of the capital. She approached the balcony of her room, looking down over Polis. The wide expanse of the city was more than Beca had ever seen in her life. She was accustomed the immediate view of the ground. But seeing the city from so high in the sky made her envious of people who lived here and saw this daily. She loved her life on the ground, but this was majestic.

There was a knock on her door, jarring her from her thoughts. "Come in" She called. The door opened and someone walked in. Beca assumed it was Kommissar to see how she was settling in, so she remained on the balcony, her back turned to whoever had joined her in the room.

"Hello, Beca." The voice was not what she expected and Beca whirled around to be faced with the previous owner of her bow.

"Lexa." The young Nightblood smiled at her childhood training partner.

"I heard you were going to be here. I had to come and see for myself." Beca nodded.

"Yes. I assume you've heard then…" Beca trailed off and Lexa nodded in acknowledgment.

"That you have ascended to Seken? Yes. I heard. That is a great honor Beca." The Grounder smiled for the first time she had entered the capital.

"It is. It's been an overwhelming but gratifying experience to be a part of something like this. Enough about me, though, I haven't seen you in years. The capital treating you well?" Lexa sighed.

"Yes. To an extent. Nightblood training can be fierce. We don't develop connections here. It only makes the Conclave harder." Beca could understand that. To make friends with the other Nightbloods would only make their deaths more difficult. "But we make do. It's… an experience as you said." Her eyes flicked over to the bow that lay on Beca's bed. "I see Kommissar has finally picked the strongest archer in our clan." She said with a little bit of pride in her voice.

"When I was thirteen. When I became Seken." Beca supplied her friend with a rough timeline. Lexa stepped closer to Beca, next to the younger Grounder, resting her forearms on the ledge of the balcony.

"I admit when you first started warrior training I thought you were letting your head get in the way of doing what you had to. But I've heard otherwise. You've led our clan to countless victories over Azgeda. I misjudged you Beca kom Trikru." Hearing praise from Lexa meant more to her than compliments from most people.

"I would have said the same thing about myself at that age. But that was seven years ago. Emotions have no place in war." Beca replied rigidly. Lexa nodded in agreement.

"You have grown up a bit haven't you? Not that little kid hell bent on revenge that you once were." Beca was quick to correct the Nightblood.

"I'm still hell bent on that. Azgeda will pay for all they have taken from me. And our clan. But no, I'm not as rash in my decisions as I once was. But I will admit it can be hard." Lexa chuckled.

"No need to tell me twice. Anyways, I just wanted to see if it was true. If you were really here. I need to go prepare. I ascend or die tomorrow." Lexa said stoically.

"Are you afraid?" Beca asked off the cuff. And she had no idea what possessed her to ask that. But Lexa shook her head.

"No. If it to be my fate to house the spirit of the Commander, so be it. If not, then I welcome my death and wish the best for the next Heda. It is the life of a Nightblood, Beca. We know from the beginning that there is a very slim chance we will survive. And with every new Nightblood they find, the chances of survival gets slimmer. It is the way of the Commander." Beca nodded as her childhood friend stepped back from the balcony. "I am glad that I was able to see you again though Beca." The young Grounder nodded before taking her leave.

_That might be the last time I see her. _Beca thought to herself as she looked back over the capital, musing over how the next couple of days were going to be.

* * *
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* * *

><p>Beca fitfully tossed and turned in her bed that night. Her mind being unable to calm down and focus on sleep. So instead of fighting it, she got up and went to the balcony of her room. Polis at night was an even more breathtaking sight. The light from the candles and lanterns below her dotted the landscape like fireflies. And the stars were clearly visible that night. Beca sighed, looked up into the sky. She and her father often stargazed when Beca was a child. He would tell her stories about the constellations. It was the small things like that she missed the most.<p>

Her mind was also stuck on her conversation with Lexa. She was a little floored that the Nightblood seemed unphased by her possible death the next night. But she also figured that Lexa had been training for this day for years. While Beca knew that the Conclave involved the spirit of the Commander choosing their successor, the second had no real idea what happened during that time. And from what she understood, the Flamekeeper kept it that way.

The only ones allowed to witness the Conclave were the Nightbloods, whom all but one died and Titus himself. So Beca would be waiting in the throne room with the rest of the clan leaders for the next Heda to make an appearance. Beca rubbed her Trikru tattoo on her forearm. Tattoos were important to Trikru culture. They all had meaning. Like Azgeda prided themselves on their scars, Trikru prided themselves on their body art. The Grounder's body was littered with different tattoos that all signified something different.

Her clan symbol on her arm was a sign of her status as a Trikru warrior. Other members of Trikru had them as well, but only warriors had them on their forearms. Beca also had a crescent moon on her left shoulder blade, opposite her many kill marks. It was the mark of the Seken. When she became the chief, she would be given the other half, a sun that completed the cycle. Kommissar had the full tattoo in the same place on her body.

Those were the two most important tattoos to Beca, though she had others along her back and shoulders. The Grounders had taken tribal art from the first Natives of their territories and used it as their own. None of the living Grounders remembered the Great War, but they had some ties to the past. Much of it lived on in the surviving architecture and art. The past lived on through the stories that were told of a different time. Maybe not better, but different.

Beca's mind was in a state of constant thought. The young Grounder didn't know what to think anymore. She knew somewhere in the building, slept Queen Nia, the leader of Azgeda. It took Beca a lot of conscious effort to not want to go find her and kill her in her sleep. But she knew that would cause more harm than good and she would easily be killed because of it. The best she could hope for was that the next Heda would see through Nia's feigned innocence. But that was a great hope.

Beca sighed to herself before returning to her bed. She just stared at the ceiling, trying to will her brain to shut off for the night. As she lay in the dark, her chest heaving up and down slowly, her mind slowly quieted. And the last thing running through her mind before sleep overcame her was that tomorrow, everything would be different.

* * *

><p>"<em>Beca! Wait up!" Jesse yelled, jogging to catch up with his friend. "What's your hurry?" Beca kept up her pace as she continued towards her destination. <em>

_"Lexa is leaving today. I just wanted to say goodbye." Beca said the ten-year-old Grounder said to her friend who was now following her lead.  
><em>

"_Oh yeah, she leaves for Polis today, doesn't she?" Beca nodded. _

_"Yeah, Nightblood training I guess," Beca said with a shrug.  
><em>

"_Man, I'm going to miss that little pain in the ass." Beca snorted. _

"_I don't know why you call her little. She's older than you." Jesse laughed. _

"_Yeah, but she's shorter than me too." Beca just rolled her eyes. _

"_C'mon Jess, gotta keep up or we'll miss her!" Beca said, quickening her pace, Jesse keeping right on her heels. The two reached the entrance into the village to see Lexa about to mount a horse behind a strange man, already sitting on the saddle. "Lexa!" Beca shouted. The Nightblood turned to see her two childhood training partners approaching her. _

"_Give me a minute." She said to the man, who just grunted. She approached Beca and Jesse with a smile on her face. _

"_Hey, you two come to see me off?" They both nodded. _

"_Of course! What kind of friend would I be if I didn't?" Beca asked. Lexa just shrugged. _

_"Don't know, but I'm glad you did," Lexa said, pulling both her friends in for a hug. "I'm going to miss you two. I bet Nightblood training isn't going to be a fun as training here." Beca and Jesse wrapped her arms around the older Grounder.  
><em>

_"I'm sure it won't be, but maybe we can visit you sometime," Jesse said.  
><em>

"_Maybe. I don't know how all this Nightblood and Commander stuff works." Lexa admitted. She had known since birth that she was a Nightblood, but it wasn't until they turned eleven that they began training at the capital. Until then they were trained with their clan so that they could enter Polis with some sense of combat training. And from there they would learn what it took to be Heda. _

_"Well, if we can I'm sure we'll find a way," Beca said before releasing her friend. "I think your escort is waiting, though, so we shouldn't keep you. I just wanted to say goodbye." Jesse also stepped back, nodding.  
><em>

_"We're really going to miss you, Lexa." He said in agreement.  
><em>

"_Yeah, same here. I guess this is goodbye then." She said sadly turning back to her escort and trying to get up on the horse. Though the steed was a little tall for her, so the rider had to help her up himself. As they rode off, Beca saw Lexa look back at them and wave. The two young Grounders waved back, unsure if they would ever see their friend again._

* * *

><p>Beca woke to sunlight streaming through her window. She groggily pulled herself out of bed, shaking her dream from her mind. When she and Jesse had bid their friend goodbye, she thought they'd never see her again. And for all Beca knew, after today, they never would. But she was glad that she had been able to see Lexa one last time before the Conclave.<p>

There was another knock on the door of her room. This time, Beca got up off her bed and opened the door. This time, Kommissar was at her door, already dressed for the day. Instead of her normal day to day gear, she was dressed in a floor-length black and brown gown. "Beca, time to get ready for tonight." Beca raised an eyebrow.

"We need to be formally dressed already?" Kommissar nodded.

"We have meetings and gatherings with the rest of the clans for the entire day until we convene at the end of the Conclave to honor the new Heda." Beca nodded curtly.

"I will be ready shortly." She said before shutting the door to her room. Beca returned to her stuff and picked out the dress that she had brought with her. It as a tan and brown dress that hung from her body loosely, tight in the right places to keep it up. Her tattoos were clearly visible in the dress as it didn't cover her shoulder blades, nor her arms. Her kill marks were also on display for everyone to see. She stripped herself of her night clothes and stepped into the dress. She had chosen to wrap her feet instead of wearing shoes or boots.

Beca sat down on her bed, braiding her hair to keep it out of her face while still being appropriate for the meetings that she knew they had. Beca sighed. She hated the diplomatic part of being a clan leader, but she knew it was necessary and that she would eventually be in the forefront. For now, Beca mostly hung back and let Kommissar do all the talking, imputing her opinion when asked.

Beca looked in the small mirror next to her bed, fixing her hair slightly before exiting her room. Kommissar was waiting in the hallway outside Beca's room. "You look beautiful Beca." The Grounder blushed slightly at the compliment but took it in stride. Very few people saw Beca dressed up. She only did it when necessary. Otherwise, she was always in her leathers and furs around camp. Or when she was training in a pair of shorts and a breast wrap.

"We meet with the leaders of Floukru first. Jessica and Ashley are eager to meet you." Beca nodded. She had yet to meet the unconventional leaders of the Boat People. There were stories that Jessica had been the leader of Floukru and Ashley had been an Azgeda warrior. Somehow Ashley had found the courage to leave her clan to be with the Floukru chief. Beca on a deep level did not understand how anyone could abandon their clan, even if it was Azgeda. But she respected the two leaders for following their hearts.

Kommissar led her second through the twisting tower until they reached a room that Kommissar just walked into, Beca close on her heels. The two Trikru stood face to face with the two leaders of Floukru. Jessica smiled at the two Grounders opposite them. "Kommissar, it is good to see you again." She said. The Trikru chief nodded.

"Likewise. Though I wish we were meeting under better circumstances." Ashley had a sad, small smile on her face.

"Heda was a great man. But I'm sure his successor will do even greater things." Jessica nodded at her partner, turning her attention to Beca.

"So. This is your Seken?" She said, curiously looking at the small Grounder. Beca looked at Kommissar.

"Yes, this is Beca kom Trikru." She said, placing a hand gently on Beca's shoulder, pulling her forward slightly. Beca bowed her head slightly.

"It is an honor Jessica kom Floukru." Jessica smiled.

"She's polite too. That has your handy work all over it Kommissar." She said with a laugh before bending down slightly to look Beca in the eye. "Don't worry, you'll learn that Floukru is very informal. Just call me Jessica." Beca stiffly nodded, not knowing how to proceed. Jessica obviously picked up on Beca's discomfort because she laughed, straightening up. "It's okay. Your chief has obviously ground her formality with other leaders into your head. Probably a good idea. I think I offend most of them." She said with a chuckle before turning back to Kommissar.

"So, what did you want to discuss today? Now that I'm done embarrassing your Seken." Kommissar chuckled slightly as Beca huffed a little bit.

"I wish to discuss this problem with Azgeda." Kommissar said carefully, watching to see how Ashley would react. Though the other Floukru leader simply nodded.

"You have nothing to fear from my reaction Kommissar." Ashley said. "I renounced my clan long ago. I do ask for the conversation to be away from my ears. While I feel no connection to Azgeda anymore, I do have family there still." Ashley said sadly. Kommissar nodded.

"I wish it could be different for you." She said.

"As do I." Kommissar's eyes flicked to Beca then back to Ashley.

"If you must leave this to Jessica and me, please take my Seken to keep you company. She would be more than happy to do so." Kommissar said, giving Beca a sharp look, letting her know that this was not a choice for the young Grounder.

"Of course." Ashley said, bowing slightly to Kommissar before leaving the room, Beca following the Grounder into the next room. An awkward silence descended upon them as they both sat on opposite sides of the table in the room. "What's it like? Being Trikru." Ashley asked abruptly. Beca cocked her head to the side.

"Why do you ask?" Beca inquired, truly curious. Ashley sighed.

"Trikru has always been seen as the clan closest to the heart. In Azgeda, we often follow in fear and the respect that has been hammered into us from birth. In Floukru, we live as a unit, but many of them lack the respect I grew up with in Azgeda. Trikru though, you have both." Beca had never thought about it like that. She didn't know much about the day to day life of the other clans. Nor did she think that Trikru was out of the ordinary.

"We live as I'd have thought any other clan would, though I see I am mistaken. Don't get me wrong, it isn't easy to live in Trikru. You have to work your way up. Earn the respect of your clan. I feel it is most likely the same in Azgeda, but the path of the warrior is the most respected of all." Ashley nodded in agreement.

"It is the same in Azgeda. Nia tests every child at the age of ten. If you can keep up, you become a warrior. If not you live at the bottom of the clan." Ashley said with disgust. Beca wrinkled her nose.

"It's a choice in Trikru, you choose to become a warrior. And those that do not live good lives." Beca said. "But we have a mutual respect for warriors and non-warriors alike. But you are right, we live as a family. My parents died seven years ago, casualties of war." Beca said stiffly. "But my clan is my family now."

"You are only fifteen correct?" Beca nodded. "To have such strong family ties at a young age. I admit I am a little envious." Beca smiled slightly.

"I do have a question for you." Beca asked nervously, hoping she wouldn't cross the line. Ashley nodded, gesturing for her to ask. "It is not my intention to offend, but how could you leave your clan for Floukru?" Ashley nodded.

"Do not worry, I am not offended. I have often asked myself the same question. What you need to understand about Azgeda is that unless you have Nia's favor, life is not glamorous for us. She often treats her own son, Roan with contempt. She only cares for him when she wants something out of him. Nia cares for little beyond her own power. I was a warrior but never had Nia's favor. When I encountered Jessica on a raid against Floukru, she showed me that there was more to life than fear or the rigid life I was living. From there, it was an easy decision. But yes, there are times where I wonder if I did the right thing. Abandoning my clan, they raised me, cared for me in their own messed up way, and I did leave a number of friends and family there. But I followed my heart and Jessica was the only option." Beca nodded, still not quite understanding, but gaining a greater respect for the Floukru leaders. They made the unpopular decision on what was right for them.

* * *

><p>Beca and Kommissar met with the rest of the clan leaders except Nia and the other Azgeda leaders. They would be meeting with them later on during peace talks, should the next Heda continue on the path of the last. Now the two Trikru Grounders stood in the throne room, along with the rest of the leaders, awaiting the presentation of the next Heda.<p>

Beca tried to not get her hopes up that Lexa would be the one walking through the door. She had no idea how many Nightbloods there were, but from the tone of her friend's voice during her conversation with Beca the previous day, there was a good number. Beca stood next to Kommissar. Beca stood directly across from Jessica and Ashley, the former winking at her with a smile. Beca fought to not roll her eyes at the unorthodox Floukru chief.

Further down the line stood Nia and her son, Prince Roan. Beca had to grit her teeth whenever she looked in their direction. It would have been so easy to slip a dagger in a holster under her dress and kill Nia now. But Beca knew that would cause more problems than it would solve. But she could dream.

All the Grounder leaders could hear two sets of footsteps walking down the hall. Beca stiffened slightly as the rest of the room waited for the new Heda. The doors were opened by the two guards that stood outside the room. Titus, the Flamekeeper entered alone. "The spirit of the Commander has spoken. It has picked our successor. You have been asked to attend the coronation of our new Heda, as the leaders of each of the twelve clans. We all bow before the new Commander, Lexa kom Trikru!" Titus said loudly as Beca's stomach jumped into her throat. Her friend had emerged victorious from the Conclave. Kommissar also looked visibly surprised, yet her chest puffed out proudly, that a Nightblood from their clan, her village none the less was the new Commander.

Lexa entered the room at Titus' announcement, standing proudly in the doorway. Kommissar and Beca were the first to bend down on their knees in front of the young Nightblood. The leaders from Floukru and Sankru were not far behind. One by one, each of the clan leaders knelt before their new Heda. Roan went to kneel as well, though Nia was obviously disdainful of the new Commander.

Lexa walked towards the throne, turning to face the clan leaders. She raised a hand. "Everyone rise." The new Commander said confidently. Each of the clan leaders rose at Lexa's command. Beca's eyes flicked towards Lexa, meeting her gaze. The new Heda nodded slightly. "So begins the reign of the new Commander."

* * *
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* * *

><p>"Beca, concentrate!" Lexa yelled at the eighteen-year-old Grounder. "You need to keep your head in the game." Beca groaned, picking up her knife from the floor and shoving it back in her boot. "I know you're better than this. You're a master archer, stealth should come easily to you." Beca fought to not roll her eyes at the Commander but nodded instead.<p>

"I know." She said in reply. She made to take her position outside the room before Lexa stopped her.

"We're done for today Beca. Titus expects me to work with the Nightbloods this afternoon, so do what you will until tomorrow." She said turning to her friend. "I push you harder because I know you're capable of better." She said. "You remind me so much of myself that I don't want to let that go to waste." Beca nodded, knowing what her friend said was true. "You may be Trikru's second, and the best one the clan has seen in a long time, but you have the potential to go even further, given the right training and circumstances," Lexa said, patting Beca's bicep before leaving the training room, leaving Beca alone.

The Grounder sighed, picking up her jacket from the hook where she had hung it before she started training with Lexa that day. It was a bright, sunny day that day so the Trikru second decided to walk around the capital, enjoy the bustle of the city. Living in the forest, among the trees was special, but there was also something about the city that Beca enjoyed.

As she walked the streets of Polis, she was plagued by memories, as she often was. Even since childhood, when left alone with her thoughts, they often buzzed in her mind like a swarm of bees.

When Lexa had been made Commander she had indeed begun a new reign. While the previous Commander had left the clans mostly to their own devices, stepping in only in the direst of situations, Lexa sought to change that. She desired to join all twelve clans under one banner. Her banner. And though there was a lot of resistance, in the beginning, Lexa eventually beat all the leaders into line.

Floukru, Sankru and Trikru willingly entered the new coalition of the clans, but Azgeda was very vocal about Lexa's course of action. Nia had not joined willingly, but as more and more clans joined the coalition, Azgeda had no choice but to submit to Lexa's will. It was that, or be destroyed. But all on the council and all the clan leaders, along with Lexa herself knew that if given the chance, Nia would immediately challenge Lexa's position as Heda. But as it stood, no one had the strength to go against her.

From day one, Lexa had taken charge. Her first action as Heda was to punish the Azgeda assassins that had killed the previous Commander. She strung them up in front of the capital, whipped and cut them before finally granting them peace in death. She made an example of them. An extension of her strength. That even at sixteen, she would do whatever she had to, to be strong.

Nia had, unfortunately, not been punished. There had been no proof of the Ice Queen's involvement in the assassination and therefore her innocence was upheld. But Beca's deep-seated hatred of Azgeda and its leader never wavered. If anything, it intensified from that point on. The clans may be at peace, but Beca would never be at peace with Azgeda.

Lexa's second action as Heda was to halt the war between Trikru and Azgeda. Neither clan wanted to let the deaths of their family go unpunished, but under Lexa's coalition, they were forced into submission. So they struck an uneasy peace between the two clans. Neither were permitted to cross the borders into each other's territories and any attack between them would be seen as an attack against the coalition. A strong set of terms that neither clan wanted to violate.

Beca continued to walk through the city, waving to the odd merchant or child that acknowledged her. The Trikru second's own role in the world had changed significantly since Lexa had become Heda. For reasons mostly unknown to Beca, the Commander had taken the Trikru Grounder under her wing and teachings.

Beca was under the impression that the Commander's only pupils were the Nightbloods, but she was obviously mistaken as Lexa spent a great deal of time training her. Whenever Beca traveled to the capital, Lexa made sure to contribute to her training. This time, Lexa was working on her stealth. And the Commander was right. Beca was a master archer and stealth should come easily to her. And it did, in the trees.

But simply sneaking up on someone with the intention of sticking a knife in their neck was not something that Beca took to easily. She often made too much noise, or perhaps her breathing gave her away. But whatever it was, Lexa or any other Grounder that Beca trained with was always able to sense her.

Beca often wondered why Lexa showed so much interest in her. Sure, she was a master archer. And sure, she was Lexa's childhood friend. But Jesse also showed both those qualities and he had only seen Lexa once since they were kids training together. But Beca was also not complaining. It was one of the highest honors in their culture to be trained by the Commander. Kommissar was highly proud of her second and how far she had come from the little orphan girl that had shown more interest in drawing than fighting.

Beca was often summoned to the capital directly by Lexa at least once every moon cycle. And she had been for the last two years. It became a part of her training regime to work with Lexa. And as that had happened, more and more Trikru warriors in Tondc believed the Beca had been blessed by the spirit of the Commander. Simply she had not fully come into her own until the reign of the new Heda.

Beca felt something pull at her arm before she looked down to see a small child who looked about four or five, grabbing her hand. The Grounder warrior stopped, wondering what the boy was doing. Beca had never taken to children, but she would never be outright mean to one. So she waited. "Beca kom Trikru?" The boy asked her in a small, somewhat nervous voice.

Beca nodded. "Yes." The small child suddenly got really excited. Beca was unsure of what to do, so she kneeled down in front of him. To her surprise, he threw his arms around her neck, giving her a tight hug. Beca didn't know how to react, so she awkwardly patted him on the back.

"Beca kom Trikru! Trikru Seken! Heda Seken!" Beca was taken aback at the titles he had blurted out in her ear. For one, she had no idea that anyone outside of the capital building and her own village knew anything about her. And secondly, to be called the second to the Commander was both gratifying and a little horrifying. She could never dream to be the second to the Commander. If anyone held that position it would be the Flamekeeper or one of the Nightbloods. But not her.

"Elex!" A woman came rushing over to Beca and the child. The Grounder stood up, facing the woman she assumed to be the boy's mother. "What have I told you about running off?" She scolded. Beca just stood there awkwardly as the boy hung his head in shame before mumbling a response.

"That it's dangerous, especially in the capital." The woman nodded before turning to Beca.

"I am sorry for my son. I don't know what got into him. I hope he hasn't been bothering you." Beca shook her head.

"No, not at all. It's no trouble." Beca said before looking down at the boy who tugged at his mother's skirt.

"Beca kom Trikru." He said, looking up at his mother, then to Beca. His mother smiled at her son.

"So you're the legendary warrior that my boy idolizes so much." Beca furrowed her brow.

"I don't know about legendary…" She trailed off before Elex spoke up.

"Legendary! You are blessed by Heda! Second only to Heda!" Beca smiled slightly.

"It is the way of the warrior to know there will always be others better than you." She said. "Overconfidence will get you killed." She said. She turned to the boy's mother. "I assume he wishes to follow the path of the warrior then?" She nodded

"His father was a Delfikru warrior. He was killed during the war before Lexa formed the coalition. It is his dream to follow the path her father once walked." Beca nodded. She could easily understand that.

"The path of the warrior is long and hard, in any of the clans. I wish him the best of luck in his journey." His mother nodded gratefully. Before Beca left the small family, she knelt down next to the young boy, pulling one of her knives out of her boot. She looked up at his mother who simply nodded with her permission for what Beca was silently asking. She pushed Elex in Beca's direction, the child shyly approaching his hero.

She took one of his hands and placed the dagger into his palm. "Keep it sharp. A dull blade will get you killed." His eyes lit up at the gift Beca was presenting to him. He nodded eagerly, grasping the dagger in his hands. It was a bit big for him to use as such, but Beca knew he would eventually grow into it. "Be careful, wouldn't want to hurt yourself or your mom would you?" Beca said, standing up ruffling his messy brown hair.

He looked up in awe at the Grounder before nodded and carefully tucking the dagger into his own boot like Beca had done. Though with his smaller feet, the hilt stuck out quite a bit. Beca laughed slightly at his pout that it didn't fit. "Don't worry, you'll grow into it." Beca turned to his mother. "I hope that helps him on his journey." She said. The woman nodded in response.

"I will make sure that he sees it through." She said, before taking her son's hand and walking back off into the crowd. Beca smiled to herself. Maybe that's why Lexa paid so much attention to her. Wanted to train her. Beca saw something of herself inElex. She hoped that the young Delfikru boy would go far.

* * *

><p>Beca had spent the rest of her time in the capital either training with Lexa or watching Polis from her room. She enjoyed her trips to the capital but as she rode through the forest, she couldn't wait to return home. Kommissar had assured her that these trips would not impact her role as second, but she always felt lost when she returned. Like she had missed so much, though her trips only were a couple of days.<p>

As she rode into the village, she was greeted by Jesse, as always. Over the last few years, the two had grown impossibly closer as friends. When Lexa began to take an interest in her, Jesse had stepped up and helped the clan in her absence. And Beca would have wished for no one else to do so. For all intents and purposes, Jesse was her second half. Her partner in war. The two seemed to always be in sync.

While Jesse was not the warrior Beca was, he was damn close. In times of peace, the warriors continued to train, but most of the skills were put towards hunting and sparing, rather than killing. There would be the odd attack on their border, but they were always small skirmishes as none of the clans wanted to bring down Lexa's wrath on them by starting a fully fledged war.

"Beca, welcome home." He said as the Grounder dismounted. She smiled at her friend as he pulled her in for a short hug.

"Thanks, Jess. I miss anything?" He shook his head.

"Nothing of consequence, like always. It's been peaceful for the last couple years Beca. You know we aren't being sent out on raids and missions every week anymore." Beca nodded. She knew that. But after living through a war for her entire life, it was hard to adjust, even after three years. "How was the capital?" He asked as the two walked towards Beca's cabin. She just shrugged.

"As good as to be expected when the Commander is beating your ass into the dirt I suppose." Jesse snorted.

"You'd think as her childhood friend, she'd go a little easy on you." Beca immediately shook her head.

"No. And I would hope she wouldn't. I've learned a lot from Lexa. After Costia, you know she changed. Her emotions are buried deep. Even deeper than mine now." Jesse nodded. Everyone knew what had happened. Early in the formation of the Coalition, Lexa had a partner, Costia. Against Titus' wishes, as it put both of them in danger. But Lexa insisted she could keep Costia safe.

But unfortunately during those time, Azgeda was doing everything they could to break the Coalition. They captured, tortured then beheaded Lexa's partner, sending the bloody head back to the Commander's feet. Beca knew that Lexa blamed herself for putting her lover in that position and ultimately getting her killed. And from that point onward, Beca saw a change in the Nightblood. Emotions had always been on the backburner for a warrior. But Lexa seemed to shed herself of them all together. She led with her head, not her heart.

And Beca respected that, in the same way, she respected that Jessica and Ashley of Floukru had followed their hearts instead of ignoring them. Each warrior was unique. Each of them had a different way of leadership, by logic or compassion. Making the hard choices or pleasing the clan. Or any manner of methods in between. But Lexa was obviously rubbing off on Beca.

The small Grounder had watched herself become more and more withdrawn from the clan. At one point she strived to be admired on some level by Trikru. But now as long as they showed her proper respect as a master archer and Trikru Seken, she didn't care how they viewed her. Being taught by the Commander offered her that respect. She still saw them all as family and she would die for every single one of them. But being a leader meant making the unpopular decisions when no one else would. Both Kommissar and Lexa had taught her that. And knowing that as Seken, she would eventually be in those positions, she was readying herself for that day.

* * *

><p>Beca's life was much of the same for the next three years after that. Once every moon cycle, she would travel to the capital to be trained by the Commander. As she became more and more skilled at combat, Lexa began to teach the Grounder to be a leader. Her childhood friend, against Titus' urgings, allowed Beca to be present when she instructed the Nightbloods on the tradition of the Commander. Beca became closer to the Commander than any other warrior before her.<p>

And when she lived with the clan for the other time of the cycle, she, herself assisted in the teaching of the younglings. As a highly accomplished warrior with more kill marks to her name than her shoulder could hold, she was one of the most highly regarded teachers in their village. One of the few times Beca truly felt the emotion of joy was when she was with the younglings. After her encounter with Elex in the capital, she found it in herself to admire the fighting spirit of the children. She couldn't help but wonder if that's how Kommissar had seen her when she was that age.

Aelani, a young female Grounder tugged at Beca's arm one day after training. "Seken, I can talk to you?" Beca looked at the ten-year-old, nodding.

"Aelani, what is on your mind?" The Trikru child bounced from foot to foot nervously.

"I don't think the warrior path is right for me." Beca raised an eyebrow.

"What makes you say that?" She asked curiously.

"I just… I don't get it as well as the others. The boys poke fun at me because I'm not as strong as them. I can hardly draw a bow. The only thing I'm good with is a sword, but you've always taught us that being a multi-talented warrior was best. I just don't want to put our clan in danger because I can't keep up." The young girl shared with Beca. The Trikru second furrowed her brow.

"Do you want to do this Aelani? Be a warrior?" The girl nodded. Beca placed a hand on her shoulder. "Being a warrior is a commitment. It's a lot of work, you knew that coming in. The thoughts of the others, they don't matter. What matters is that you train, and you prove them all wrong. We don't send warriors out on their first mission until we know they are ready. If you don't feel ready, you won't be allowed to be in a situation where it would put us in danger. You have nothing to worry about."

"But…" Beca cut the young girl off.

"The real question is, are you willing to do what it takes to become a Trikru warrior and earn the symbol of a warrior?" Beca said, rolling up her sleeve to show the girl the Trikru symbol that had been tattooed onto her skin. Aelani reached out to run her fingers over the body art. With a renewed sense of determination, Aelani nodded her head.

"I want to do this Seken." She said. Beca could see the fire in her eyes and hear the determination in her voice.

"Then you will. Push yourself and you will become a warrior." Aelani smiled, throwing her arms around Beca's neck, hugging her.

"Thank you Seken!" She said before running off. Beca stood up smiling at the young Grounder who disappeared into the distance.

* * *

><p>Beca was just waking up from her slumber when there was a soft knock at her door. Beca had no idea who it could be, so she got up from her bed and opened the door. A tall brunette, dressed in an outfit of cloth and leather stood at her door. "Stacie," Beca said, surprised at the healer's appearance.<p>

The Trikru healer had joined their village a few years ago, shortly after the Coalition was formed. Stacie was one of the most accomplished individuals in the village when it came to medicine, along with poisons and their antidotes. It had been the healer that had shown Beca, along with the other archers, what poisons to use on their arrows and how to tip them correctly.

"I heard you were out," Stacie said, handing Beca a small, metal tin. The Grounder already knew what was inside. Stacie always made sure that Beca had a number of vials of antidote to their most commonly used poisons. Beca bowed her head in respect.

"I was. Thank you, Stacie." The healer smiled.

"Of course Seken." Beca gestured inside.

"Do you want to come in? Chat awhile." Stacie accepted Beca's invitation and entered her cabin, sitting in a chair near Beca's bed. The Trikru second herself sat on the bed. "I saw you with Aeleni the other day. She seemed a little distressed." Stacie mentioned casually. Beca nodded, leaning back against the wall.

"She was a little distressed. I was just encouraging her."

"With what?" Stacie pushed.

"She was feeling inadequate to be a warrior. I simply told her otherwise." Stacie nodded.

"And that is why you make a good leader Beca. You inspire them to do better. To be better." Beca shrugged.

"I don't know how really. I'm just me." Stacie snorted.

"Yeah, being _just you_ means that you've been a childhood prodigy with a bow, gained the blessing and favor of the Commander and been one of the most successful Trikru generals in history at the age of twenty-one. You're a hero to a lot of people Beca. Not just Trikru." Beca sighed, thinking back to Elex at the capital. She did know she was idolized by some, but hearing it like that made Beca uncomfortable.

"When you put it like that, I guess you're right. But I'm still only human." Before Stacie had the chance to reply, they both heard commotion outside the cabin. Both women got up to see what the fuss was about. Many of the men and women were pointing to the sky. And when Beca looked up she saw a ball of fire falling from the sky. She instinctively pushed Stacie behind her protectively.

Though the falling mass didn't come anywhere near them. It passed over their heads and seemed the fly off into the distance before a loud collision could be heard. It shook the very ground they were standing on. Many of the Grounders made to leave and investigate before Kommissar stopped them. "No one leaves this village. We do not know what this is. Return to your homes, we will discuss this and choose an appropriate course of action. Beca, get dressed." She said, looking at the other Grounder. "I expect you in the council room immediately." Beca nodded stiffly as she made to ready herself for the impending meeting about the phenomenon that was going to change her life forever.

* * *
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* * *

><p>Beca stood to her chief's left around the table with the rest of the village council. Most were either elders or the most elite of their warriors. "We need to investigate as soon as possible Kommissar." Jevin insisted. The Trikru chief just nodded.<p>

"I agree with you Jevin, but we cannot just send a whole group other there. We have no idea what they'll find. A small party of one or two will suffice." The Grounders gathered around the table nodded in agreement. No one knew what the phenomenon was and no one wanted to risk lives over it either. But they also needed to know if whatever it was posed a threat to their village, as it seemed to crash a few miles from their gates.

Beca stood silently at Kommissar's side. She knew what was coming. She was most likely the one that would be sent. As an archer, she knew the canopy of trees better than most and while training with the Commander, she had the stealth training to be an invisible observer. The rest of the clan may not have been aware of the full extent of her talents, but she always made sure that her chief knew her capabilities. It was only right that Kommissar knew so she could assign Beca to tasks that her skills complimented.

"Beca, you will go," Kommissar said her in second's direction. The Grounder nodded stiffly.

"Shouldn't someone go with her? As backup?" Jesse spoke. Beca just rolled her eyes.

"Do you doubt my abilities to not get caught?" She asked snarkily. A couple of people at the table snickered at Beca's question. They knew the friendship between the two was extremely tight.

"No, but would it not be wise to send someone with you?" Beca shook her head.

"It would be better for me, and me alone, to go. Anyone else will slow me down." Beca said in a matter of factly tone of voice. She wasn't boasting, but it was true. No one in the clan that could possibly be considered to go could keep up with her. With Lexa's training, only the Commander and possibly the Nightbloods could have a prayer to do so. All the other archers were either planted solidly on the ground or couldn't jump from tree to tree as quickly. Or disappear as easily. "I will be fine Jesse. Trust me." She said. The male Grounder was hesitant but one sharp look from the chief and he nodded.

"You will leave immediately Beca. And report back when you find anything. If it is dangerous, _do not_ engage. That's an order." The second nodded before walking out of the main hall, leaving the council to discuss further plans.

Beca opened the door to her cabin and sighed. Just another day in the life of a Grounder. She picked up her bow from its place on the wall, strapping it to her back. She made sure to grab her case of vials that Stacie had given her, shoving it in her side pack. She took her favorite dagger from its place on her bedside table, holstering it on her arm.

The Grounder bent over, grabbing a container of paint from one of the bottom shelves of her table. Beca rarely wore war paint except for formal occasions where the situation demanded it. But it would help her blend into the trees. She didn't know if she would be encountering anything live or not, though Beca doubted anything could have survived that impact. But it was better to be safe than sorry. She dipped her fingers into the tub, before looking in a mirror hanging on the wall, smearing it across her eyes and down her cheeks in rough lines.

When she was satisfied, she wiped her fingers on a cloth before exiting her cabin. She proceeded to the gates of the village, but she felt a hand grab her arm. She turned to see both Stacie and Jesse standing there. "Be careful," Jesse said with honest eyes and Stacie nodded in agreement. "I don't think the clan can afford to lose our best warrior. Nor could I bare to lose my best friend." Jesse continued.

Beca patted Jesse's hand that was still grasping onto her arm. "I will be careful. Don't worry. Nothing will happen to me. Nothing could have survived that impact. I'm just making sure." She said confidently.

"Come home safe Seken." Stacie bid the warrior a farewell before nudging Jesse to let go of his friend. Beca nodded once before running off into the trees.

* * *

><p>The Grounder ran through the forest, watching out for any predators or other Grounders who were also scouting the area. She may be the second of the clan, but that didn't mean there weren't other Trikru out there who wouldn't kill her in a heartbeat. Many would, just to take her power and hopefully be granted the blessing of the Commander. No, Beca was not cocky or overconfident in her abilities.<p>

As she approached the wreckage, she saw smoke rising from the site. The Grounder looked around before finding a suitable tree to climb up and scrambled up into the foliage. As she got closer she was surprised to hear voices. She carefully unstrapped her bow from her back, pulling an arrow from the quiver strapped to her thigh.

As she jumped from tree to tree, closer to the crash site, she was shocked by what she saw. The wreckage seemed to be a transport pod of some sort, as the hatches were opened and what seemed to be a bunch of teenagers were flowing out of it. Beca furrowed her brow, wondering how a bunch of kids had crashed in the forest. Where had they come from? And why?

She dared to get a little closer. The pod had destroyed a lot of the surrounding trees, but there were some that Beca could climb higher into and get a little closer without being seen. She watched as a few brown haired boys jumped out of the ship behind a redheaded girl. All the kids seemed to be running around, staring up at the canopy of trees around them in awe, like they had never seen nature before.

Beca knew it was a beautiful landscape, but this level of awe was definitely out of the ordinary. She furrowed her brow, still being hidden by the shadows and foliage of leaves around her. Beca looked down as she watched more and more kids of all ages jump out of the large open door. She could see them speaking, but she was so high up that she couldn't hear. So Beca decided to risk climbing down within hearing range.

She strapped her bow on her back again, pulling her dagger out of its holster before carefully climbing down the branches before she finally got close enough to hear them. The kids seemed to be speaking English, which was also strange to Beca. None of them looked like warriors, both in appearance and in personality. A lot of them were quite obviously as innocent and incapable as younglings.

As she observed the kids, she watched all of them congregate around a couple of the guys. "We have no laws on the ground! We were all thrown away like yesterday's trash the minute they could! No one cares about you up there. They are just looking for a way to save their own hides. I say, we take the ground for our own!" Beca had to admit, though she had no idea what they were talking about since these kids were obviously in Trikru territory, he spoke with the inspiration of a leader.

"Bumper, you can't be serious! We can't live down here alone. We don't know what's out there. We don't have any supplies. All one hundred of us can't sleep in the dropship for the rest of our lives." A blonde female spoke up. Beca got a good look at the girl. She didn't look be older than a teenager, though she spoke with a tone of pleading.

"Like I would listen to you. Your father is one of the problems. You've been living a privileged life up there while the rest of us were fighting to survive." Beca could see a number of the kids seeming to agree with the kid. "You're not in charge here. You, your best friend or your fathers. We do things the way we want. Either you're with us, or you're against us." Beca frowned. Who were these kids?

* * *

><p>Beca spent the rest of the morning and into the afternoon watching the kids who fell from the sky. As she watched them, she had to give them credit, they were more resourceful than she had thought. They managed to fell a number of trees and set up a small camp of sorts. She spent most of her time watching the one named Bumper and his small group of followers and Aubrey along with her group. The two seemed to be at odds the most, though most of the kids seemed to be on Bumper's side so Aubrey and her friends mostly kept to themselves.<p>

Beca had to respect that, though. It was obvious that the two parties didn't see eye to eye, but they put that aside to survive in an unrecognizable world to them. But Beca still had questions that were unanswered. Where did these kids come from? They spoke of their parents and other adults from their homeland, but there were none in sight. All these kids seem to be under eighteen or so.

They all seemed to be in such odd clothing. While Beca and her fellow Trikru family wore leathers, cloth and fur they made, Beca did not recognize the fabrics that made up of the invader's clothes. But there were some things that were recognizable to Beca.

It was apparent that this Bumper character was the self-appointed leader and from what Beca saw, he was an inexperienced one but was well spoken and she couldn't blame the kids for wanting to follow him if they were as inexperienced as they appeared. Though, Aubrey seemed to be going against his leadership.

Many times throughout the morning, he would approach her and the redhead, who Beca came to know as Chloe with seemingly asinine tasks. And Aubrey would also hold her own and continue on her own self-appointed tasks. Beca often had to keep herself from chuckling at their interactions. A clash in leadership waiting to happen if Beca had ever seen one.

But the kids seemed to all be focused on setting up a makeshift camp for the night. Beca felt there was little else she could learn from them at the present time, so she silently jumped off into the trees, back towards Tondc.

* * *

><p>She scrambled down from the trees as she got within a mile of her village. As she entered the gates, she was swarmed by a number of people. "What was it?" "It is dangerous?" "Seken, tell us!" Beca felt overwhelmed by all the questions as the crowd parted, Kommissar walking towards her.<p>

"Beca and I have much to discuss. We will address the village when we have talked." She said, a tone of finality of in her voice. Beca simply nodded, following her chief to her own cabin. Kommissar shut the door, allowing her and Beca from privacy.

"Well?" Kommissar asked her second, clearly waiting for Beca's report.

"There were people. Kids. It was some sort of metal pod that crashed." Kommissar frowned.

"Continue." Beca shrugged.

"There looked to be about eighty to one hundred of them. All teenagers or younger. No adults at all. They are setting up a camp around their pod. They seem to be intending to stay."

"Do you believe they are a danger to us?" Beca shook her head.

"No. Very few of them seem to be capable of combat at all, and those that are would look like children against us." Kommissar nodded in approval.

"Anything else? You've been gone most of the day." Beca nodded.

"They were interesting to observe. They all speak English. Even the ones that do not fight. I know of no clan that teaches English to all of their people." Beca said with confusion. In Grounder society, only the warriors knew English, the tongue widely used before the Great War.

"I know of none either Beca. That may be some cause for caution. These are obviously a new breed of people. We need to know more about them. If they encroach on our territory further, we will act. They are already breaking the terms of the coalition." Beca nodded, though she doubted that a bunch of kids who seemed wowed by the sight of trees would know about the coalition. "I also wish for you to speak with Heda about this on your next trip to the capital." Beca agreed that Lexa needed to know about this. And since Lexa would most likely be summoning her to the capital soon, it would be a perfect time.

"Of course. They seemed to be having a leadership clash right now. Two different parties vying for control." Kommissar nodded.

"I want you to continue monitoring them until your trip to the capital. We will move forward when the Commander is informed" Beca nodded, agreeing with the statement. "Until then, gather all the information you can on them. Their capabilities, their intentions in our territory. Above all, I want to know if they will pose a threat to our people. Because you know if they do, they are not protected by the coalition and we will wipe them out."

"I know. And I will the one to lead the charge if they endanger our people." Beca said confidently. When she became Kommissar's second, she vowed to always protect her clan and her people from harm. If that meant destroying a bunch of kids that threatened them, so be it.

* * *

><p>Beca decided to return to her cabin to rest before heading back out. She decided to observe them in the cover of nightfall. She'd have more free reign of the forest to get closer to them. The Grounder put her bow back on its place on the wall before sitting down on her bed. She almost felt sorry for the kids she had heard been dubbed Skaikru, the Sky Clan or People from the Sky. If what she had understood from Bumper was correct they were here with the intention of staying and even expanding. Which Beca knew Trikru would never allow. She would never go against the word of her chief and protection of her clan, but these were just a bunch of kids. None of them looked to be older than the second herself.<p>

She grabbed a sack from her stuff, putting some supplies it in for her night watch, including her sharpening stone and her notebook and a piece of charcoal. It wouldn't hurt to draw some diagrams of their camp and perhaps pictures of their people. She heard her stomach rumble before long. And the Grounder exited her cabin in search of food.

The small Grounder found Jesse with some meat and berries, sitting in front of their firepit. She sat next to her friend who handed her his plate to share. Beca smiled gratefully at her friend before taking a piece. "Thanks." Jesse nodded.

"Sure. So, what was it like out there?" Beca laughed.

"You've been waiting all day to ask me that, haven't you?" Jesse nodded sheepishly.

"It's all everyone has been talking about. Skaikru, the people that fell from the sky." Beca shrugged.

"They're nothing more than kids Jesse. No older than you and I. All of them. I watched them leave their transport and look at the forest in awe like they had never seen trees before. I just can't help but believe that they're not from around here." Beca said, taking a bite of the meat in her hand.

"Perhaps, but you know as well as I do that if Heda and Kommissar decide, we will annihilate them." Beca nodded.

"Of course, I do. And Lexa will expect me to lead our forces. But slaughtering teenagers with little more experience than younglings? I hope to avoid that if possible." Jesse looked at his friend.

"Is there something wrong Beca? You've never been this hesitant about.." He trailed off.

"War is different Jesse. Those Azgeda warriors knew they were fighting to the death. These kids are even less intelligent about the world than our own children. How am I supposed to feel about that?" Jesse set his plate down on the ground, turning to his friend, putting a hand on her shoulder.

"That is up to you. But when the time comes, you know what you have to do." He said seriously. "I'm just looking out for you Beca." The Trikru second nodded.

"I know you are. And I will do whatever I have to. You can trust me on that."

"I know."

* * *

><p>Beca finished her meal with Jesse before stopping by her cabin to pick up her sack and strap her bow to her back before heading out. Again, like before, she scrambled up into the trees as she approached the Skaikru camp. They had been busy since she had left. From the looks of things, they had managed to start some fires and set up a fire pit, not unlike the one back in Tondc.<p>

Beca looked for any familiar faces, finding Bumper in the darkness. He was sitting around the fire with some of the boys he had been with for the entire day. The Grounder climbed to one of the lower branches to listen in on their conversation. The darkness of the night hiding her from being seen.

"Most of them are on our side. Tom, Aubrey and Chloe are on their own." One of the boys said to Bumper.

"I know, but they have influence even though their parents are still back on the Ark. What if the council comes to the Ground? We will be thrown right back in jail. Donald, you were arrested for what? Theft right?" The male with dark skin and black hair nodded.

"Theft of medical supplies for my mother." He said bitterly. "They floated her for my mistake." Bumper nodded.

"See, if the Ark gets word that it's survivable down here, we will all go back to the way things were. We can survive down here alone, no matter what Posen and Beale say. We just have to figure out how to give them the slip." Bumper said. Beca noticed that he was rubbing a silver cuff on his arm.

"What about the wristbands boss? We could try to remove them. The Ark will think we're dead and won't follow us down." A larger male with curly hair said.

"That… actually, could work Uni. If we can figure out a way to rid ourselves of these bracelets, that will be the end of it." Beca furrowed her brow, looking at the seemingly unimportant metal cuff around all the kids' wrists. From Beca's perspective, it didn't look important at all. It was apparent that Beca had a lot to learn about Skaikru.

The Grounder climbed higher into the trees, running from treetop and treetop around the Skaikru camp, watching for anything else that could give her insight into the strange people. She spotted Chloe and Aubrey on the other side of camp, along with some of the other kids. She tried to get closer, climbing down from her spot in the trees.

"We need their help. We don't have the rations to survive. They sent us down here with like a week of food. And the way Bumper is running things, even less time. We need to get in contact with the Ark." There it was again. The Ark. Beca had no idea what that was, but the way the spoke of it, there were other Skaikru there.

"I know Bree. But there's nothing much we can do right now. Our best bet is to lay low and hope that your dad figures it out. He's in charge of the mission to the Ground anyways. You know that." The blonde nodded.

"I'm aware of that Chloe. But you know as well as I do that this mission was both an effort to find out if the Ground was inhabitable now, but also to save themselves." Aubrey said with a layer of venom in her voice.

"What?" One of the larger, blonde females said. "What are you skinny bitches talking about? Save them how?" Aubrey was about to open her mouth before Chloe have her a sharp look.

"What Chloe? It's not like they won't find out eventually." Beca frowned, hoping that the girl would continue speaking. "The Ark is failing. The oxygen systems are dying. The council has kept it from the general populous, but they need six months to fix the systems. They have four. Flushing us out of the Ark gives them more time. It's a win-win for them. Either they find out the Ground is livable and they come down. Or they've culled one hundred from the Ark, giving them more time." The other female looked shocked, though Beca was just confused. Oxygen systems? Did these people live in a vacuum?

"Damn. So we were just dispensable?" One of the brown haired boys asked. Chloe nodded.

"I wish I could have told you, Tom. But my father…" The guy wrapped an arm around the girl's shoulder.

"I know babe. It's okay." Chloe smiled, kissing the male on the cheek. The two obviously in a relationship in Beca's mind.

"So, what do we do about it?"

"There's nothing we can do but wait, Fat Amy. Hopefully in a couple of weeks, they'll notice we're not dying off and come to the conclusion it's safe. We just have to survive that long." Aubrey said, laying back against the tree Beca was sitting in. Beca prayed to the spirit of the Commander that the girl wouldn't look up as the Grounder hurried up the tree to jump into another.

Luckily for her, she managed to get away undetected, though she sat in another tree not far from their camp. She still had eyesight on the small group of Skaikru she had been watching. She had gathered a lot of information just from those two conversations alone. Beca would stay out for the next few days to observe how Skaikru would proceed. She assumed they would eventually move on to constructing weapons and learning to hunt as from what she understood, they had few supplies with them.

Beca snorted at the idea of the soft humans hunting in the forest. Some of the predators would eat them alive given the chance. It would be an interesting hunting trip to follow them on, that was for sure. The Grounder decided that she had little else to do for the moment, so she reached into her sack, pulling out her notebook and charcoal.

She opened to a clean page and started sketching. Looking at the metal pod that they had come down in, she tried to capture as much detail and identifying information about it as possible. She wanted to be as prepared as possible when she met with Lexa.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Yay, Skaikru. So, as I said, this is all from Beca's point of view and well, Skaikru are fucking weird to her. She understands some things about them because obviously many human behaviors are similar underneath everything, but still. Their culture is weird to the Grounders.  
><strong>

**It'll be a couple chapters until the two actually meet, but it'll pick up then. And it should be fun. Like I said, this mirrors Octavia and Linclon's arc **

**A Charmed Vampire**


End file.
